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Laura Sherry 

It did not speak either, 

But I heard it pass among the leaves of the trees. 

I drank it through my nostrils 

As one drinks wine through the mouth, 

And it tingled to the finger-tips of my spirit. 

I came to you, Grand-dad, with my heart. 

God bless you, Grand-dad. 

IN MIST 

When you can see the ground's breath, 

And the sky goes muggy 

And drops before the world 

Like a perspiring window-glass; 

When beasts and humans creep to cover 

And the steam-boats speak fog-language; 

The farm buildings sit still 

Folding their hands 

As if they hadn't a thing in the world to do. 

A chimney's belch smudges into nothing; 

The earth's breath noses around the roots of trees; 

Heaven-mist seeps through branches 

And wraps the country's heart. 

LIGHT MAGIC 

The valley curves like a bridge-span to the sky. 

Blue granite stew-pans spill pink begonias along the road. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The town hall, blazing red, focuses the red stubble of the 

fields 
Which stretch away to gold-stacked corn-stalks, 
And Wisconsin hills — piled cubes of red and yellow. 
The sunset catches the landscape in layers. 
Its amber floats a banner of pastels around the town. 



LATE AUTUMN IN THE HILLS 

A flock of birds 

Spurts down the trail of autumn. 

Bare hills 

Wrap fog-blankets about them, 

And nod. . . . 

A whirl of wind 

Scatters wild rice over the lake. 

There is a shake of snow in the air. 
My boat moors in the sedges. 

My hand 

Droops over the side of the boat. 

My fingers 

Touch a lotus pod. 

The seeds rattle in the husk. 

Autumn is anchored. 
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